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ably to their seeming rank. And then the king askt him: "Who are you ? " He re-
plied to the king: " I am a servant of Indra. And because I was once curst by him,
I wander about here on earth. At present a war has arisen between the gods and the
demons, and the King of the Gods has called me thither to help. So I am going thither,
O king; let this woman remain in your presence until my return. The great treasure
called Woman ought not to be trusted to anyone's power; but your majesty has a
stainless reputation for treating other men's wives as your sisters, and so I have deter-
mined to leave her with you, O king." [71]
Thus speaking he departed, taking his arms; and the long beheld him flying up to
heaven. Then straightway there were heard in heaven great shouts, such as this:
" Now take, take him! Smite him! We are going to kill him! Crush him! Strike
him! Fell him! " It was terrible to hear. Then in one place a severed hand fell,
holding a shield; and elsewhere fell from heaven an entire body, struck down and
cut to pieces. Thereupon that fair woman straightway said to the king: " O king,
this my husband has fallen down, slain in battle. In all probability my beloved will
be wholly disappointed by the throngs of nymphs in the heaven of heroes, and will
wait for my arrival. Therefore I will enter the fire; let your majesty now give your
permission." Thus addrest the king repeatedly tried to dissuade her, but the fair-
formed woman would not stay, being passionately devoted to her lord. And she
straightway had constructed there a pyre out of hundreds of fagots, and gave her
personal ornaments to worthy individuals, and eagerly entered the fire along with
the body of her beloved. [88]
Then as the long was mourning for the dead couple, suddenly from somewhere or
other that warrior came swiftly in, and bowed to the king, saying that he had come
from heaven. He gave him a garland of the heavenly coral-tree, and told him the
news of the heavenly world, and said to the king: " Sure, God Indra has accepted my
service, and has bade me remain even there, the King of the Immortals. And promising
definitely that I would fetch my wife and return, swiftly I have come into your pres-
ence, O king. I would leave this very day; so give me my wife." Hearing this the
king was astounded and remained silent. But the people surrounding the king said
to the magician: " She has entered the fire along with her husband/' Thereupon he
said: " I am alive; with whom then was she allowed to enter the fire ? You are
courtiers indeed; for they simply reflect the king's mind in their words. And ap-
propriately has this saying been said, by men well-verst in the subject: * Whatever
kings say, be it right or wrong, their followers like echoes straightway say the same.* "
When he spoke thus, the king had no answer at all to make. But after a moment the
wise King Vikramarka, pondering and reflecting on the matter, uttered this verse:
" Ah, cleverness in the performance of magic, even tho false, gives the impression of
truth." And all the assembly was thrown into the greatest consternation, not under-
standing the facts of the case, and wondering: "What do the king's words mean?"
Then the magician, rejoist at heart, praised the king highly; and the fair woman
suddenly stood forth by his side. Then he said to the king: "I am the magician, re-
turned again here. I have exhibited in your presence an extraordinary trick of my
art." And when the magician said this, the king also was pleased. At this moment a
tax-collector reported the treasure sent as tribute by the King of Fsigujya, writing it
down in the king's presence:
Eight crores of gold, ninety-three weights of pearls* fifty elephants of unrestrained

